ISO                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

CLXV.

Sunday, August 3, 1866.
From a country house near Glasgow.
I SPENT three days at the Marquis of
Breadalbane's. There is a herd of American
bisons, very ferocious, imprisoned in a pe-
ninsula. Bisons and marquis have an air of
being bored. I have just heard a story
which pleases me. An Englishman walks
in front of a hencoop Saturday night and
hears a great noise of cocks and hens. He
imagines that some fox is in there and warns
the keeper. The keeper answers: " Oh, we
are only separating the cocks from the hens
because to-morrow will be the Lord's day."

CLXVI.

KlNLOCH-LlNCHARD, August l6, 1856.

I AM not pleased with your letter.   Think
again and then say yes or no.h accent is odious to
